WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
I am anxious to keep in touch with your plans. Sincerely yours,
WM. VAUGHN MOODY.
To Mrs. C. ff. Toy
107 WAVERLY PLACE, NEW YORK, Feb. 17 [1909.] DEAR MRS. TOY,
. . . The new play ["The Faith-Healer"], of which you say you have heard, is a queerish thing, at the antipodes from this one ["The Great Divide"] in method and feeling. . . .
The thing I have most at heart just now is a poetic —• I mean a verse — play. I have got a grand idea, and keep feeling my muscle to see if I am up to doing it, thus far with rather discouraging responses from my system. Also, I am torn between the ideal aspect of the theme and the stage necessities—the old, old problem. Perhaps in the end I will let the stage go to ballyhoo, and write the thing as I see it, for that justly lighted and managed stage of the mind, where there are no bad actors and where the peanut-eating of the public is reduced to a discreet minimum. But this — after all — is an uncourageous compromise. . . .
169, but as my future is uncertain in the matter of health and whereabouts, I felt impelled to set these things down. Any word you can send me to my Los Angeles address, will be gratefully received;
